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divided points of light disappeared, a low peal
of remote thunder, prophet of the storm, rolled
forth above the waters, and I could hardly help
fancying it an omen of approaching doom.
The next day I set sail again for the West;
nor was it till many an hour after the domes
and minarets of the seven-hilled city had sunk
below the wave that I could fling off that
impression.

THE END,